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	Raising Dragons

DRAGON BREATH

When dragons flew in the days of old

With valor in their wings,

One fell prey to evil's song

And learned what Satan sings.

Goliath stained with Satan's words,

Made other dragons flee,

For songs like leaven spread decay

Corrupting souls born free.

Now Satan's scales coat dragon lore;

He hides between the lines.

He sings a foul words in books corrupt

And dances on their spines.

Are dragons vile? Are dragons tame?

Depends on whom you ask.

Do scales hide tricks of Satan when

He dons a fearful mask?

One man corrupted all his kin;

One dragon brought all shame,

One man redeemed His fallen race;

Will dragons find the same?

Yet dragons dwell in hearts of men,

From God and some from baals,

And some sing words with angles' wings

While most chant Satan's scales.

God redeems what men cannot

Forgives what e'er thou didst

Who else can save the men of earth

With dragons in our midst?

Halt, foul dragon!"

Billy stared at the tall stranger, a ghostly figure draped in dark chain mail. He looked like a knight of some kind, like a toy box action figure come to life. But what was he so mad about? Could he be yelling at me?

The knight swung a sword in his right hand. Its brilliant blade flashed in the sun, and his armor jingled all over his body, echoing his swift, skillful; moves. With a wave of his shield he barked a challenge. "I fear you not, fiend, nor your hellish fire! Come to battle, and we shall see whom the Creator will protect!"

Billy opened his mouth to answer, but he couldn't talk. His throat burned like a sizzling sidewalk, and acid bubbled up from his boiling stomach. With a convulsive shudder, he belched a plume of hot, steamy gases, blistering his tongue and scorching his lips. A second later a raging river of fire blasted through his gaping mouth and hurtled toward the knight.

The warrior jerked his shield up and tucked his body behind its proactive armor. The flaming torrent splashed around the shield's edges, tearing the sword from his hind and flapped his blazing arm. "Cursed lizard!" Shouted the knight.

Billy clamped his hand over his mouth and tried to suck cool air between his fingers to soothe his swollen tongue. What's going on? Did that fire come from me? Does he think I'm the dragon? Billy looked at his hands. They were normal, eight fingers and two thumbs, no scales or claws. But something was different. A ring glittered on his right index finger. Somehow it looked….familiar.

In the ring's center a dark red stone stared at him like a bloody luminescent eye, the prophetic eye of a mysterious old man, a deep cauldron of swirling scarlet. Billy felt the cyclonic vision drawing him closer and closer, and his mind swam in the dizzying whirlpool. The stone reflected everything around him, even his worried face. As the eye's red glow deepened, Billy's features morphed. His ears grew long and pointed, and his mouth stretched out wide and toothy. Within seconds the transformation was complete. "I AM a dragon!" He shouted.

The knight appeared again behind the shield, holding his bare arm away from as body. His sleeve has been scorched to ashes. An angry, reddish brown welt on his forearm oozed curling strings of smoke like the rising fumes of a cattle brand.

"Of course you're a dragon," he bellowed. "Do you think me a fool?" He raised his sword again. This time it cast a laser-like beam through its point, shooting high into the sky, and the knight tightened his jaw with renewed strength. 'I still fear you not, neither your fire from hell nor your demon wings!"

Wings? Did he say 'wings'? Billy swung his head around. Wings! He tried flapping them. They worked! He flapped them harder, and he felt his body lift from the ground. Ten feet twenty feet. He watched the shrinking knight wave his sword, but he no longer heard understood the shouts; he squeaked like an enraged mouse, and his words scattered in the winds, becoming a ringing sound, more like an alarm clock than a bellowing knight. It slowly faded away like the sound of a tambourine in the hand of a dozen player.

Billy flew higher and higher until all the light seemed to melt away, leaving him floating through a black canopy of calm. The air thinned to a bitter cold vacuum, and his wings flapped against nothingness, finding no air to grab to keep his body aloft. Without warning they collapsed and shanked to the size of butterfly wings. Billy felt like an airborne penguin, frozen and flightless, and he dropped through the vacuum like a sock full of marbles. He flailed his arms, desperately trying to grab something, anything to stop his fall. He tried to scream, but his voice died in the hollow void. Could anyone save him? In any second he would crash into trees or rock below, breaking every bone in his body. He closed his eyes. He was falling falling…

Billy shot up to a sitting position. His eyes bulged to read the dim surroundings. He panted, his tongue hanging out of his mouth like a thirsty spaniel's. Instead of the horrible, cold, falling sensation, he felt softness underneath and warmth over his legs. He sucked his tongue back in and groped through the covers with trembling fingers. With heavy gasps he spat out words of relief." I'm in bed! It was just a dream!"


End file.
